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HAVE FOR MEZ
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I HAavE
INFORMATION
TO HELP YOU
DPESTROY THE
HUMANS!

KEEP YOUR Pl \Y
Pt R NO WORRIES

FOR ME!
PEELED, KID, THAT/LL BE THE

THESE BUGS RNl S5 N pAY I COULPN'T
HAVE A KNACK é;"; HANDPLE SOME
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NOT BAD, FRIEND!
YOU MIGHT BE A
KLUTZ AND
POSSIBLY THE
WORST SOLPIER

HEY, SUBORPINATE! HAND ME
' THAT FOREMAN.

—— BUT YOUR
EUMELING
HAS FOUND US
THE QUIEEN AND
HER BROOD .
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SURE THING,
HOLD THIS A
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WHO'S UP
FOR SOME
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TUST REMEMBER:
SAVE ME :
A PRUMSTICK! A
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YOULIR
FRIENDS LOOK LIKE \__

THEY'RE IN A 'l
GOOP MOOP!
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THEY'RE NOT MY ),
4 FRIENDS——
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I MIGHT HAVE HELPED
IN ONE OF THE YOU'RE DONE NOW.

BIGGEST BUSTS IN i C'MON, YOU NEEP TO GET
THIS CITY, BUT THEY SOME

STILL MANAGED TO Vi f‘ FRESH ALR!
MAKE ME LOOK LIKE | X

COME WITH ME

HORSES, CHIEF! IF YOU WANT TO

GIMME THAT!
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SHouLp

WE BE

PO YOU HAVE A PROELEM
WITH YOUR POSITION HEREZ

NOT REALLY,
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IT'S FUNNY-

I MET THIS GIRL

AND THEN EVERYTHING ELSE IS

KINDPA FlUZZY.

I GOT HOME,

THOUGH —— SOMEHOW.

A GIRL,

LISTEN. ..
WHAT'S
YOur

"
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NO. -

NO——

I COME HERE

ALL THE TIME-

STOP! I'M NOT ACCUSTOMEPR TO
BEING LEDP AROCUND BY WOMEN!

&0 WHERE'D
YOU GET TO
LAST NIGHT,
FRIENDPZ YOU
SEEMEDP TO
VANISH INTO
NOTHING!

LISTEN, JASON, YOU HAVE TO
WATCH OUT.-

THIS KINDPA

THING HAPFPENS ALL THE

TIME AND IT CcouLp

JECPARPIZE ALL OF US!
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YOU'RE
IN THYVERTON, NOW!

THESE BUGS ARE SMART!
THEY CAN GET INSIPE. ..

TEAR US APART!
YOU CAN'T BE
STUPID HERE!

(SIGH!)——
JUST BE CAREFUL AND WATCH
YOUR BACK.- .. AND OURS!

COME ON, FI-?IEN
GET YOUR GEAR!
WE HAVE A CALL.

b\ /L. BRIEF YOU ON
THE WAY.




"OUR INFORMANT SAYS
THAT AT THIS TIME THE
QUEEN IS SWITCHING
THE GUARD AND FEEPING
THE HIVE. WHAT'S GREAT
ABOUT BUGS IS THEY
KEERP TO A SCHEPULE! ——"
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\ OKAY, FRIEND, THIS |
\ IS5 IT! NO SCREW-UFS §
v THIS TIMEL"

"WE HAVE A HIVE
THAT'S JUST ON THE
EPGE OF TOWN.

INTEL SAYS IT'S

"WE ONLY HAVE A FEW
MINUTES TO BLIND-
SIPE THE GUARDPS ANDP
NEUTRALIZE THE
QUEEN BEFORE THE
NEW GUARPS GET
WINDP OF Us! ——*
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YOU THINKING WITH YOUR N .
I KNEW IT! e ZIPPER IS5 GOING TO GET US TELL ME, "FRIEND", -
I KNEW IT! AN y WAS IT ALL WORTH ITZ

ALL KILLED! HUH, KIDZ PIP SELL—

YOU JEOPAR— p , z
DIZED US SV — R | znve us out 1o vour

ALL! JUST FOR - N 2= : "GIRL” MAKE THE SEX

A PIECEZ!Z!




THE RUMOR IS5
THAT THERE IS A MOLE
IN THIS COMPANY!

BESIPES BEING PETRIMENTAL TO
MORALE, THAT KIND OF TALK IS5
PANGEROUS — NOT ONLY TO THIS ]
COMPANY BUT TO EACH ANP EVERY J
ONE OF YOU! 4

THAT RUMOR 15
ABSOLUTELY
PREPOSTEROUS!
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WE, AS THE SWATTERS, ARE A
FAMILY. WE PEPEND ON ANP
TRUST THAT WE — EACH OF US —
WOLILP PIE FOR ANY ONE OF OUIR

EBROTHERS!

THE TALK OF MOLES AND SPIES BREAKS
THAT POWN... TURNS US AGAINST EACH
OTHER. WE PON'T WANT TO GIVE THE
BUGS ANY MORE AMMO THAN THEY HAVE TO
TAKE S POWN.

NOW NO MORE OF THIS
MOLE TALK. WE HAVE A
ROGUE QUEEN TO FINP!
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50 HERE'S A LITTLE
SOMETHING FOR WHEN
YOU WALK THROUGH THAT
POOR ANDP SEE THAT

SPECIAL SOMEONE
WAITING FOR YOU——

IT'S A BALMY
SPRING EVENING
IN THYVERTON

OH, YOU'RE
HOMEZ I
was

/' THE TRAFFIC ON
I-209 IS
ALMOST
NONEXISTENT SO
You LUCKRY
THYVERTONIANS
CAN GET HOME TO
THE ONES You




IT'S JUST EVERYTHING IS
50 COMPLICATED HERE.
NOW I COME TO FIND OUT
PEOPLE WON'T NECESSAR—
ILY BE WHO THEY SEEM TO
BE ON THE OUTSIDE——
LITERALLY!

THIS IS
POSSIBLY
THE WORST
TIME TO BE
THAT
THOUGHT!

THIS 15 SERIOUS.
I CANT SAY MUCH,
BUT I THINK yOU

LOOKS LIKE

COUNTRY— c%‘;:%fff ¥ autoocoo!
BOY NEEDPS -
ANOTHER BIG -
CITY PICK T
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HULLOZ
UH.-.-
OH....
HELLO,
CHEVAL.
WHAT/'S
upPz

HEY, KID, I FEEL
HORRIBLE ABOUT
THE OTHER DAY.
WHATAYASAY WE
MAKE
AMMENDPS.
BREAK BREAD——
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YOU AND YOUR |
GIRL..-! |
SURE,
I-1'p
LIKE THAT.
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—— I PON'T kNOW
HOW MANY TIMES

I SHOT IT——
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—— BUT IT STILL GOT MY PANTS.
TO GET HOME, I HAD TO JUMP
BEHIND A HEPGE EVERYTIME

SOMEONE WALKED BY!
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YOoUu PIP NOT, You TO THINK,
LIAR. I CAME AND CHEVAL GREW

PICKED YOU UP! UrP ONLY TWO
COUNTIES

OVER FROM
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WORLD, EH,
l DARLINGZ

OKAY... IT'S TIME FOR A
SMOKE. YOU WANNA JOIN
ME,; FRIEND... TALK SHOPZ

RIGHT BACK,
BABE.

S50 WHAT'S
ur, CHEvVALZ
ANY INFO ON

THE MOLEZ
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YES,
INPEEDP——

WHAT'S IT LIKE
FUCKING A

PANG, THEY LEFT
ALREADY. I HAVE
PAVID'S LIGHTER-

OH, YOU'RE A
PEAR. THANK
YOou.-
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YOU STUPIP ROOKIE.
YOU HAVEN'T BEEN
HERE A WEEK AND YOU
ALMOST GET US
MOST CET L
OVER THISZ!Z!

iece .
HINGS WIL
Ao comre
We're AT
WAR!! GET THAT
THROUGH YOUIR
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PO YOU HONESTLY
EELIEVE THAT WE NEep
ANY HELF FROM

IT'S EVIDPENT THAT IT'S ONLY
A MATTER OF TIME BEFORE
—— AND WHAT WE BLIGS
YOU HUMANS PESTROY HAVE PLENTY OF I5
YOURSELVES. ALL WE PATIENCE!
NEED IS SOME COODBYE——
HUMAN!

PATIENCE——

VERY, VERY FORGIVE ME
= STUPIP! FOR WHAT I'VE

THIS WAS T~~~ STARTED!
STUPID—— S\l ..










THE FRESHLY
MINED WZ'XTIAN

| YOUNG ARE BEING
LOOKED AFTER 8Y §
KZ'LPT TONIGHT,

’ > 5 _-.‘- = . I. :‘" ; : /./ ;
— T = =\l | A NEW ARRIVAL ‘ )
7 V7 - AN\, e g AS ENTERED l

—-WHO ISN'T |
- QUITE LIKE THE
S OTHERS. IR
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TONIGHT KZ'LPT'S
LIFE IS €0INe TO [
CHANGE FOREVER. ?‘ﬁ |

NOTHING IS
"RIGHT” HERE-
THE SMELLS, -
l THE LIGHT.., THE [
VERY AlR/
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THEY DON'T

A I S |l THEY ONLY

== HE ISN'T
QUITE LIKE

T A MYSTERIOUS
|| TURN OF EVENTS
INDEED.

KZ'LPT'S LIFE HAS P&
BEEN CHANGED -
FOREVER,
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B /5y COME ON, MAN
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ONE HLINTER RAISES HIS RIFLE AS IF

Y| HE IS THE BETTER OF THE TWO, WITH

4 A GRIN TO 800T.
T 110t

'BHATHE ee1 out N[5
;, CHIEF-- /il
( v [ )

‘_'-gr
? = :
ISP R 11/ E‘%‘“@\a K
sl 77 Al HUNTERS ARE 1NN
N (P24 THRILLED 8Y
| OPPORTLINITIES... f

A
.
i




il A
AL

/] 4| eut someTimes
j IT IS NOT MEANT
. TO 8E.

" guUCK 0T AWAY, |-
(2, BECAUSE OF YOUR JI=
=N\ oume ass! A
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80Y; YOu

Messeoup [ ALMOST I
A\ WERE SO

Y IT MOVED S 7
Y 50 QUICK! Y]
\ £ OIONT see 7

P vou know

ANYWAY AN IRISH-
MAN, A BLACK GUY, AND
AMERICAN WERE DRIVING
THROUEH THE DESERT WHEN
THEY SLIDDENLY RAN
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TAINT g . _
GOIN HOME \ e TELLING YOU \J
ALONE 8z AT Y SOMETHING |5 W6
: A\ WITH : VA4VA I N OUT THERE AND §
OH SHIT, NOTHIN&/ 1 \ IT's NO
CHIEF, :
SOMETHING
IS5 OUT
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MAN, )
OH MAN/ T
SHOULD HAVE
STAYED HOME
AND ATE THE
HORRIBLE
LEFT OVER
CASSEROLE
THAT MY WIFE
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S0 T ENDS THE WAY IT BEGINS, |
i| WITH TWO DEATHS THAT FORM OF
| NATURAL SELECTION OF

DARWIN’'S THEORY OF
| THE HUNTER BECOMES THE




1 fell in love with BLOODY PULP MAGAZINE from the moment

Jeremy (or maybe it was Glenn) said the name.

JEREMY JUSAY, GLENN URIETA, AND MYSELF;

3 slightly idealistic, angry-ish, 30-somethings that decided we
were going to create something that would make an impact. 1 had
a sketchbook, at the time, whose first page read This Book Will
Change The World!

BLOODY PULP MAGAZINE,
born from being left out in the cold by New York Comic Con when
it came back to the Jacob Javits Center in 2006 and a desire to
write and draw comics that escape the pull of mainstream
influences. We wanted to get away from America’s superhero
monopoly and explore genves that were (at the time) largely
unexplored: western, hard sci-fi, horror, war, crime, and romance.

All genres that appeared heavily in the pages of EC Comics.

EACH OF US
presented our stories. Glenn’s entry, The Big Go Round, an
ultra-violent, slick and stylish noir comic that showcased an
awesome bathtub tasing, Jeremy’s Battle Cry was a thoughtful and
trippy war tale with an utterly fascinating ouroboros-like twist,
and mine, Love’s Sting (reprinted in this very magazine), a science
fiction story that pits humans against insectoid aclversaries in a
conflict over territorial supremacy. We had plans for several issues
and with current technology we were able to afford to print the
books without having to shell out thousands of dollars for

thousands of issues. This was just the beginning.

MY MOTHER DIED...

This really took the wind out of my sails. We tried to make a
second issue, getting as far as making a preview comic and having
some of the bones for the project in place but nothing fleshed out.

We gently faded away from the book, moved to our own sections

of the art world and BLOODY PULP became something of a

memory.

Twitter: @Comicsbyleigh

ST

AS THE CLICHE GOES,
time marched on and 1 mentioned to someone that BLOODY
PULP was going to be fifteen years old and maybe we should do
something to celebrate that arbitrary milestone. Glenn and
Jeremy, both involved in their own artistic endeavors, gave their

blessings and 1 made plans to relaunch but with what?

WELL... 'VE BEEN WRITING

a continuation to “Love’s Sting” called ARDJ, a story that would

expand on the tension between the humans and the bugs, build
on the world they inhabit, and fabricate a future where their
respective lives are irreparably changed. 1 also started making a
space opera that 1 like calling SPACE KING, a love letter to
everything 1 think 1 know about fictional space with a nice dose of
cosmic horror. And finally, my magnum opus, THE WINDSONG
OF LEGALIA, a fantasy, sci-fi tale that is about the beginning and
cosmic end of a planet and the fate of its people. My inspiration
was thinking would readlers invest in characters if they knew that
they were going to see them die?

THAT’S ALL TVE GOT FOR YOU AT THE MOMENT.
1 really hope you like this funny book and what 1 have in store for
the future. You guys are in for a crazy ride!

Leigh Walls
August, 2021







